e ——

Vor. 26. No. d

SA .

hanut HRLSE Y .

|‘;;_,£.-L,--'f-} - - ‘.J‘

‘TANEY COUNTY REPUBLICAN

4 my pesrerw

FORSYTH, Mlbb()le, PHUR.H_UA\ DECEMBER 25, 1919

Four Pages.

Glory to God in the hlgnest Peace on earth: among men in whom He 1 Is well pleased i

Lk #0)

Hail to the Yoice of Amariea!

There has been so much false and
miscnievous theory ol government ex.

pounded in this conniry recently, now |

by the mush heads and now by the
violent minded— hetwesn which there
is little to choose—1hat leni'ess, patrio-
tic and true rxirruian ol American-
jsm such as Governo'r Allen has jis
given us comes like a refsshing ann
invigoraling breeze wafred by tae spiri
of Theodore Rogsevelt himseil,  Lot’s
hear it again:

“Once and for all it must be
undersiond “that the powers ol the
state now summoed into action lor
the protection of its people, are
above and beyend those of any as
sociation or oganizuion, whether
of capital or of inividuals,”

That's what Americans have been
waiting to hear, and almost have des
paired of heraing, in the unchecked and
rising chorus that has taken its key
from the pipings of ioternaticpalism,
wotld brotherhood and [atuous idealism
that has supplanted the defiant snd un-
compromising note ol natiopalism and
Americanism io the government at
Washington

The long comse ol truckling and
ducking 1o interests and forces that
are not American and can have noth-
ing in common with America or its in
stitutions, has bore its [ruitage, From
a foreign policy that always put
America second it wasa consistent and
inevitable result that we shonld have
a domestic policy that yielded the
govereiguty and the powers of gov:
ernment to the encroachments and
claims of arrogant and selfish private
interests.

Never before in the history of this
government have the purposes ol gov'
ernment and democracy been so boldly
and insolently challenged at home and
abroad as they are now being challenged
Americans are being mnurdered and
robbed abroad and frozen and starved
at home with eqgual impunity, and by
forces equally destructive ol our demoe-
racy and the purpose lor which it was
established.

Governor Allen's voice is sounding
again the note rarely heard since the
manly and patriotic voice of Theodore
Rooscvelt was stilled. He reminds us
ggain what this government is for and
why it was clothed with the powers it
posesses. The first and highest fune
tion of government is the protection of
the people [rom whom governmet
draws its being. Government can tol-
erale no domestic power greater than
its own. ~The government that doesso
is doomed und its people are los', Is
the power of goveinment—the power ol
organized society whose agent govern:
ment is—supreme io America \oday?
That is the question Governor Allen
asks. The respanse to it ought to be
such that the challenge that has been
soundiag tntebuked all over this land
will hush itsell, if not in shame, then
in fear.

Give us back the America of Theo
dore Roosevelt. Give us back our
pationalism and sell respect.  Give us
a loreign policy 1hat tells sloppy and
sickly sentimental interostionalism to
go to the devil, and a domestic policy
that tells every trouble maker who
doesn’t like America the way Amerl-
cant made itto go to Europe orto hell
as he may choose.~~Kaunsas City Star,

A SCHOLAR'S PROTEST.
“Ah! A Romco and his Jullet," re-
marked Mr. Dubwelte, as a loving
pair strolled past.
“My dear sir,” sald Professor l’llgus.
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Diamond
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us the steamer, for insiance, shn
had twiee caught Clalre tuming over

things In her—Mrs. Delario's—suit
cuge, Clalre excused It once by say-
Ing she’d aceldentnlly put some of her
own toiler articles In It by mlstake
while she “was too slek to notice.”
But what finally brought nbout the
crisis was this: A sitter hnd given
Mra. Delario a tenddollar hill In pay-
ment for o reading, and she hod gone
hastlly to her roor for change, and
returning had left her bedroom door
ajar and a quantity of bills Iying on
the bureau which she hadn't stopped to
put hack Into her purse, The moment
she had shown the gitter nut she went
back to replace her purse and found
Clalre In her room, Clalre wns In the
act of elosing the wardrohe door and
sald she was looking for her muff!
And why her muff In Mrs. Delarlo's
wardroha?

“But did she steal any money?" 1
demanded, almost In fear of the reply.

Mrs. Delario took some time to an-
swer, and this Is what she sald: “You
know I'm so fond of the child T'd
rather think I made & mistake than
that she robbed me. T had two five-
dollar bills--a lot of twos and ones and
several tens—and what 1 think 1 did
wis to take a five and a two-—seven
dollars—and rush downstairs. But
what I might have done was taken the
two fAves—n five Instead of a two—
anid give them to the lady. She didn't
look at them, Anywsy, the other five
w" ‘one."

It was this sort of thing ahout her
that .made me lke Mra, Delarlo so
much—her willingness to excuse and
to walt for final proofs of people's de-
linguencles, EShe badn't even men-
tloned her suspleion to Clalre; at the
same time the incident declded her
that ghe conld on no account Keep the
¢hild longer in the honse, the worry
of lookIng after her was ton great, and
she had told Claire this and thadt if her
father didn't arrlve by Monday Claire
wouldl have ta go to & hoarding school
for anfekeeping till he did. Monsleur
le persa opportunely arelved next
morning and took Clalre away. That
was Thursday—the day before she
ealled on me—and Clalre had been
with Mrs, Delarlo Just slnce Monday.

Very naturally, then, In all the story
I never onee thought of (he slipper and
that Mrs, Delarlo might be Auspecting
Claire of tnking It also. DBut having,
so to spenk, settled Clalre In saving
that she had left on Thursday after-
noon, Mrs, Delarlo quickly switehed
the eonversation on the real subject of
my visit. She Introdueced It by saying
that Lila—who was still In a hoarding
schonl nenr Philndelphla—was brenk-
Ing down and mightshave to he gent
nbrogd for treatment—she geemed to
be developing spinal trouble, though
the doctors here really didn't seem to
know what alled the child; and then
the sentence T clearly rememher was,
"'t very greatly In need of money.”

T fear T must have drawn back snd-
denly—T actually thonght she wae try-
ing to borrow of me—for she smied
and answered my unspoken worda: "1
don't mean 1 want to horrow anything.
1 have some property I want to dls-
pose of. I want to sell some rubles.”

“Why, Mrs, Delario, I''m not a
deater,” 1 replied quickly.

“1 know you're not--that's why I
thought you could help me better than
anyone olse, The stones were left me
by a greatanele in France, and I may
ng well confess (t npow-—they came in
duty free—"

“Smuggled " T {nterjected,

“Well, a friend brought them over
and they weren't found when the bag-
grige wis examined. But don't you see
that was why I could sell them at a
bargaln?" -

o1 don't know anybody who deals In
smuggled gems."

“Of conrse—hut yon needn't tell

“I have a great admirntion for Romeo
and Jullet as portrayed by the im-
mortal Shakespeare. Apply the names
of thase graceful and romentle Agures
to a how-legged young man fn a "wilst
lin¢' cont and a calelmined roung
woman wearing a hobble skirt does
great violence to my feellngs.”

Going the Rounds,

*“That new nursemald of Mrs, Styles
peenm n very obliging girl,” sald (he
lady In the satln Jumper.

“What miuke you say €07 asked her
friend in the purple gingham.

"Wall, yesterday mornlug 1 saw her
out with Mrs. Btgfes’ laby, In the
afterncon with Mrs, Styles’ dog, and
in the evening with Mrs Style's hus

band."—Leondon Answers. =~ .
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that—you don't actually know how
they got In—yon are eelling them for

a friend. Tt's becansa you don't know
ﬂmt thnt you can sell them hetter
than T enn, At legst you wouldn't mind
lnoking st the spones and telllng me
what they'ra worth so I'll have some:
thing to go on? 1 haven't an idea how
valuahle they are.”

*Take them  to Tiffany's” 1 sug
gested, ji

“'ra afrald to take them anywhears,
to tell yon the trath. Fugene took
them to n place on Malden lone yes
terday and the people geted so queerly.
Pugene—he's very hle—got the
impression that they were golng to ac
cuse him of smoggling them or some-
thing of the kind—stealing the rubles,
perhaps from them—and he put them

o hia pesks} go, rep oot HBe thigha
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he was followed, but he couldn't make
sure. Don't you see how caxy 0t
wonld be for nnyone to accuse a lone
womnn of thefr—"

“But how wonld they prove ang-
thing? 1 Interrupted, “If the stones

are sours—"
She stopped me with a bitter Inngh
“Can't you see that the mere publly

accusation that I'd stolen fewels wonla
ruln me professionally? It would put
me instantiy under suspiclon of frond
in &l my denlings. Oh, you dun't
know; you haven't a conception of
whit thig life menns" she went on 0
little wildly. “You don't know the
struggle just to make one's dally
bread. A lawsult would ruin me finnn-
clally—1 hnye nn money to hire a Inw-
yer to defend me"

I felt myeelf give In to her theo, as
a friend. Yes, I'd help her In every
rensonable way,

YYou mustn’t labor under any folse
impressions about me,” she went on,
“T have n little property—nol enough
to support two people—and what 1
earn, 1 Hve here rent free—they pay
the rent—=<the eclrele that meets here
twice n week, T have the house much
ns n minister has his parsonnge. 3¢
there were ever any scandal=If they
turned me out from here—I'd he proce
tieally penniless, 1 couldn't make a
fresh start with that hanging over me.
And then my son |

1 sald, "Well, get the stones and I'll|

do that.”

Bhe left e with a grateful smile,
but returned so quickly thst 1 rather
gueesed she had the stones on her
person, It wns a dingy lttle paste
hontd hox she'd come back with, fas
tened with & common litfle elastle
&he slipped the elastie and pluced the
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ook at them If you care to have me

box t0_wy band,

T orofeed the Hd. T gave one look
ut the contents, emptled ont the stones
into my band and—nearly fell off my
chair!

THE STONES 1 HELD WERE
BLOOD-RED DIAMONDS! And there
were soven of them-—na stone you don’t
sen one of In n year, perhaps, Why,
1 diidn't know there were sich stones
in the henven= or the earth or the
witers ulider (he earth!  Seven bloed-
red dinmonds, nhsolutely flawless, frst-
wnter gems, and perfectly matched to
the last focet, the last gleam and
twinkle In thelr radlant depths,

I held them, almost frightened, and
renlly didn't hear what she was saying
till =he remarked something aboul
their helng matehed,

. Matched! Well, they were matched
this way : If an absolutely perfect me-
chanfenl mind with an absolutely per-
feet mechonieal tool, working on abso-
lutely perfect substupea can be eon-
v2ived, the mind and the tool, work-
Ing without variation, might have pro-
dueed those seven stones, Yes—l
ghonld say they were mutched!

“T remember you told me once,” ahe
was pratiling, “that the larger the
stones the more individual they he-
enme nnd the harder they were to
mateh, If they were worth five thou-
sand dellars aplece couldn't 1 get—
say—{orty thousand dollars for the
sevent"

“Forty thousand dollars!" T gasped,
looking at her now for the first time
since I'd looked nt the stones.

An expression of disappointment
trossed her face, and of chagrin too,
at having committed herself befors
an expert—as she kindiy regarded me,

“Couldn't 1 get as much ng twenty
thousand for them, don’t you think?*
she faltered. "Aren't rubles that size
werth even that]" | -
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“RUBIES!" T must have simply
shouted the word at her.

“And aren't they robles? Oh, don'!
tell me they're only paste!” She
looked rendy to cry with disappoint.
ment and mortification,

“PABTEI™ I know I yelled that
word g0 the walls echoed, “Why,
woman, they're DIAMONDS !—blood:
red dinmonds—ihe most valuable stone
fn the world.”

8he clasped her hands about my arm
and gave out a long “O-ooh! Thepn
they're worth forty thousand dollars
at the very least!"

“Mre, Delario,” I sald soberly, "1
ean give you only & rough estimate, for
those stones nre far beyond my range,
but In my honest opinlon they are
worth at least a milllon dollnrs.”
~Bllence fell on us—my words had
gort of stunped ua both: for until I
had spoken them aloud the full mean-
ing of the diamonds hadn't come home
to me, and that I sat there, casually
holding a million dollars {n my hand.
1t all at once seemed a solemn thing
to be dolng—an Immense responsiblil-
ity. 1dropped them back in thelr box,
put the 1ld on nnd handed them to her,

Her own first words showed the
timid woman. “And I've sll this right
here In the house with mel"

1 felt sorry for her. 1 was glad 1
didn't have them In the house with
me. 1 saw her apprehension when
her eyes roved aver the room as If for
a possible hiding place. When her
eyes roturned to the box she muttered
under her breath, “A milllon dollars!
And 1 asked only a little for Lila's
sake. What confidence they must have
hod In me! A milllon dollars!” She
hnd evidently taken my word with im-

plicit trust that T was right, though I
was almost doubting It myseif. My

' thoughts wete chasing gue smofhym,

and the silence between us was sue
you conld have heerd a pin drop. Ao
In thot silence the front hell péale
throngh the house,

Mra, Delario’s hands flew to her be
som as though she had been shot,

"My God—It's come!" she gasped
and the color left her face,

CHAPTER IV.

The Wicked Flee,

I confess 1 was frightened when
thought of the dlamonds pnd only tw
wotien slone In the house—appar
ently—to guord them, but Mrs, Dela
rlo was tereifled,

“These stones'—she looked nhou
the room despalringly. “Whers enn
hide them? And we two women alom
In the hopge—"

Agalo the ring—a long, long rattle
whoever It was meant to get In, Fol
lowed a pounding on the door.

Mrs. Delurjo, though deathly white
wns now composed and ready to mee
the emergency, whatever It wus, Me
chianically she slipped the elnstic ove
the hox and rose,

“I'N go to the door,” she deeclded
“It's better to see who It Is, anyway
Perhinps it's only a district messenger
If It lsn't=If it should be offlcers—
they might break (o the door”

And with that she whisked up he
akirt and tacked tha box down Into he
stocking,

I had risen and was preparing te
follow her out, feellng she might nee
me, but ghe turned and sald for m
to walt behind the door out of sigh
and lsten,

She left me. T heard the front dho
open Just as the pounding begnn agnin
She asked, *Whnt I8 117" and a man’
volee answered, “Doesd Eugene Delnrh
live hered”" Bhe satd he dld, and de
manded what was wanted of him, The
man's volee sald, “1 must see Wl o
onee.”

And theén, to my amazement, 1 heare
her tell the mau, "“I'm sorry, but yoi
enn't—torlght; he's sick In bed.”

*“1 rather think I ean see him, then,'
wne the retort, “And I will”

There followed, well, not quite 1
geuflle but a very active shuflling o
feet, and the man pushed his way Inte
the house In spite of her, pushiog he
aside from the door, which he shuw
with a bang and & “Now, then," Sen
satlons began to trickle down my
spine,

“In which room I8 the young mat
stok v demanded the volee,

“T tell you yen ecan't see him=I re
fuse to let you go upstairs.  Wha
right have you forecing yourself Inti
my house this way and demanding t
see my slek son?" she psked angrily.

“Now, Indy, he rensonnble and I'l
show yon," he replied In a tone mean
to concllinte. 1 heard n rattle of pa
per,

“A warrant!” ghe gasped.

“That's what!" he sald, “Want t
see my badge?" There wns a sligh
rustle ns I assumed he showed 1t b
her, for she gasped, "An officer—n wor
rant " and seemed to sway on th
stair.

“Now, lnds," he began, still conelll
ating, “"you don't want to make an
more trouble for yourself thon's nec
esgnry. I got to do my doty—and |
ain't always pleasant—but [ got to &
it. It alo't my fault If 1 got to arres
your son—I aln't dolng It to splte you
nor him—nhe didn’t steal any didmond
off me, you know-—"

“Sreal any amonds!" she Inter
rupted. “He never stole a digmond I
his life, Neyer!"

1 fancled the man shrugeing ns b
answered, “So much the better for hip
if he didn't steal them—I'tn sure
hope for your sake he didn't, thougl
it looks bpd, him trying to sell then
to the very partles that knew all nbou
them."

“Oht" and T counld see her clingin,
to the banister, She wns evidently a
a loss what to do,

1 understood In a flash what ha
happened—this man or an accomplle
wna the one who had followed her s
homa from the Mulden lane dealer
yesterdny, He evidently thought h
wak making headway, for he went or

"Now =ee here, Indy, you take |
from me—the partles that are press
Ing this cnse don't care for publlelt
any more than you do—or your ko
does. It would ruln him If It got Int
the papers, to sny nothing of his ser
Ing time for It—"

“S8erving time! My Godl" brok
from her involuntarily,

“0Of course he'll serve time If It'
proved on him,"” her visitor assure
her,

She gave a sob, T was wrought u|
It was all I could do to keep my plae
and not join her and help defy th
man; but his next words held mé s
tening.

“If hell give back the stones .
shewed yesterday, or tell where he'
hid them, T ean get this settled out o
court and nobody will be the wiser—|
you don't say anything. See?"

“Tt lan't true!" she cried, “My so
never stole a cent's worth of anythin
in his life."

“Here's the warrant.”

“Arrest him if you will, but the la
will prove him Innocent—If there's la'
in the land, and 1 scmetimes doubt It

(To Be Continued) =
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